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PRICE  ONE  PENNY?  T 


w  ff  m  F* 


THE  GAME  OP  CARDS. 

& m  \* j •« j »/>>  f 

You  true  sons  of  fir  in  draw  near  me* 
The  truth  unto  you  Til  declare, 

Our  brave  Irish  sons  are  preparing 
Our  Churcfc  to  defend, without , fear, 

Thi  game  it  trill  no#  be  soon  'finished, 
IU  staked  in  our  Gaiic  friend’s  hands. 

Dr.  Oabiil’s  tlie  first  that,  wm  deal  them 
He  will  send  the  five  fingers  tnFrL.  ' 


THE  MOSS-GBOWN  cot* 
*CeT  *°  m^rTJ  detr> 

To  which  my  fancy  oft  returns. 

And  for  whose  long  lost  days  of  jov 
My  spirit  in  its  sadness  yearns  ’ 
There’s  none  that  seem  so  dear  to  me 
As  those  that  passed  life’*  early  morn 
There  s  none  for  which  1  shrh  so  oft 

As  for  thedof  where  1  wlsKv  ’ 

The  oid  brown  cot,  the  dear  old  cot. 

The  moss-grown  cot  beneath  the  hill. 
Though  y  ears  hare,  passed  since  1  was  there 

twm  i1*’  m  *  l^  atilk  7 
Twwwnc0t>  the  dear.ddcot,  . 
Th™  ™°“;grpwn,  cot  beneath  the  hill,, 
Though  years  hare  passed  since  1  was  thire 
I  love  it,  oh,  1  lore  it  still, 

It  stood  beside,  the  cunning  brook  . 

Whose,  watehs  tsunedthenoisy  wheel  • 

*\°15“ed  on  theehiping  hill, 

1  he  woodbine  creeping  on  the  wall, 

Iho  sunshin  on  the  grassy  plot. 

How  beautiful  were  they  tame,  ..  ;  . 

When  hpmewasin  thamoss^rowa  cot. 
The  old  brown  cot,  the  dear  old  cot 
„  And  though  1  view  the  fairest  land* 

On  which  the  sun  in  glory  beams, 

And  dwell  in  climes  more  beautiful 
Than  poets  visit  in  their  dreams. 

Still  will  affetthm  liager  round 
That  lov’d  thaconseciated-spotu 

The  tears  will  fitU  sU  l  goback, 

To  boyhood  and  the  eld  brown  cot. 


To  awake  the  brave  hearts  itobn  to  dt 
John  Bull  has  got  plenty  0f  money, 

T$ fMf i*M**-P*7;, 
Let  ns  throw  an  ace  on.  bis  diamond, 

xben  wheel-out  and  that  is  yoiUr  play, 

Napoleon  of  France  will  next  deal 
All-fours  he/ 

XSWSSWSffl/l 

When  D'Esterre  i. 

H.  h.nof.>ut; 

Says  Dan 


- i  them, 


drop  op  them 
their  hands  he  can  tell, 
went  to  piay  O’Connell, 
- a  pout, 

‘fcp1;  the  ciu-ds  he  did  shuffle, 
that  r a  jmk  and  wheel-out. 

Injheyear  ’98,  they  all  beat  us, 

Twas  easy  to  beat  drunken  men-' 


can  teU 


rwas  easy  to  beat  drunken  men*  <■ 


Goodnewnffcoiml^ua^p 
Has  come  across  the  deep  bli 
From  friends  that  I  bave  ieft 
From  fninds 
And  since  we 


jba_jve  have  not  seen  for 
parted  WngAgo,  -  Clears,) 

„  - .fWiVhSfeWi  - 

But  now  a  joyful  hour  has  come, 

For  *ig§  he"d  I?®04  aewa  from  home. 

,l  Good' news  from  heme 

No  fater's  near  to  guide  me  now. 

No  tedthers  tew  to  soothe  my  brow 
No  sisters  voice  (alls  on  mine  ear  * 

Nor  brother's  smile,  to  give  me  oheer  j 


VVitBrjdhh  lfdll theaU-fauM  ™  . 

The  game  that  was  played  on  great  Tai 
Was  lbse  by  veneifiMg  tbd  kin^T  ^ 
If  you  keep  the  knave  on  bis  diamond. 

for*  ov«r  ]Um7u!i 

The  sweet  county  Clara  has  shuffled. 
And  to  brave  Tipperary  did  cry. 

The  French  will  advance  us  ten  million 

J*h7nffiWm  •I®****  hy-*nd*bye. 
Job  nBuiTn  ever  learned  to  play  them. 

2“*  Path  dfRMeM^did  m£k?i <  ' 

He  s  now  in  the  midgfc  of  a  hfihMa 


A  LI'i'TLE  MORE  OIDER  TOO. 

I  love  the  white  girls  and  the  blacks, 
And  1  love  all  the  rest, 
love  tbe  girls  for  loving  me, 

But  1  love  myself  the  best, 

0  dear  1  am  so  thirsty, 

jjust  came  down  from  supper, 

1  drank  three  pints  of  apple-jack 
And  a  pet  of  apple-butter. 

chobus  : — 

A  little  more  cider  too, 

A  little  more  cider  too, 

A  little  more  cider  for  my  dina 
And  a  little  more  cider  too.  9 

•  '  ”4  *i  •.  ;  •,  f  ; 

When  first  1  saw  Alias  Snowflake, 

It  was  on  Broadway  1  espied  her 
I  would  give  her  my  hat  and  boots!  i 
If  1  could  beside  her.  1<<  ;■ . 

She  looked  at  me,  1  looked  at  hes. 

And  then  she  erossed  the  street 
And  then  she  siiy  said  to  me, 

A  little  more. cider  sweet. * 

Then  1  wish  1  was  an  apple 
And  Snowflake  was  another,  ;  v,  ' .  u 

Then  what  a  pretty  pair  we  would  make 
Upon  one  tree  toghether ;  ..  ,  ’  ' 


A  floating  down  the  river  in  my  little 

osnoe.  ;  .  ,  r. 

When  my  banjo  so  sweetly  shall 
play. 


..  . 

3/  ’  v;:  .  U  J  :  .  •  • 


One  night  1  went  to  see  her,  bht^. 
mi  *  *he  neighbours  say, 

J-he  white  man  he  came  and  <bound 
.  her  withhis  chains ; 

He  has  taken  her  to  Georges  her  life 
to 1  wear  away,  -  ;  -  ■" 

Wl$e  with  the  cotton  and 

*  the  canes.  , 

<  :  to  V  t<i  •  ml  u  t&i 

My  canoe  is  on  tbe  wateir,  add  idv<: 
hatljo  is  uqdtrung,  '  ; 

I’m  tired'  of  living  any  more,  **  *v  ‘ 
My  eyes  shall  look  downwards*  ami 
my  song  shall  be 

:  nore*  tv ■" 

M,  eyes  arejpttiog  Sliua, 

£ee  any  more*  * 

Haik  !  ^hero’s  somebody  - knocking  i 
at  the  door, i»*.  id  oj  « * 

So,4ewi"to  tt.  old  fentooky 
shore#  j . f vr 


fotoy  would  feel,  qn  I  —  ^ ^ 

?n  ^ree  $Wy  -spied  ter,  firewall  to  *  the  old  I^Uudky  A 

Vh,  then  how  happy  we  would  be  store*  •  ; 

it  we  had  another  barrel  of  cider,  d  •. 

^  Then,  my  lovely  My  Grayisin  hca.  < 

,  NELLY  GBAY.  ven  ^nwithey  Bay, 

There’s  a  low  green  valley  en  the  old  take  you  from  mo 

Kentucky  shore,  ”  .  *  ,1’m >Amin<*  i  *  it  •  .  ijrama  aiil 

Where  many  happy  hours  passed  8  ^  thei  angels  ieleap  tne.  ' 

awav  *  ®  W^yp  i.-  •  nr.  *  ’ji-;  >.,y,  i 


A  fitting  and  a  ringing  by  tho  little  3 

cottage  door,  ,  -  :  sif  muS& 

There  one?  lived  my  darling  NelyGrev  *  ;  V^rr*  ««<i  a  bat 

Then,  my  poor  Nelly  Gray,  the  have  FLY  AWAY  0  HR  THE  DEER.^ 

.  I'H  "ever  eeo  my  dirUng  any  more  •  * '  F  "tt^SSBSfiSS  ^ 

rm  sitting  by  the'ri rer.  aid  iL  eo"p 

mg  all  they  day,  ^  ?  !?***  To  think  I  shall  ne'er  hearthWrir^’ 

Since  they  took  yod  from  my  old  '  '  ‘ :  “ 

Kentucky  shore.  : 

The  moon’s  climbed  the  nionntwn,  add  1  ’ 
the  stars  arc  beaming  too. 


i.i:  vjiiT 
•i-Klt  ;  vf{ 

unto  *  tik) 

,(t  ;;  ti.i  k< 
k:t  lot  .Ut  !  ,;jyJ 

till  ,u-  'ii' 

Ui  ,i  ,1  l  ..'Hfi 


te  riNDY  BROADWAY  SWELL. 

You’ve  heard  of  dandy  niggers, 

But  you  ghop’d  sea  d  is  coon, 

A  atrutia’  down  the  Broad  wa, 

Sunday  arterpoon ! — 

I  Steal  de  hearts  ob  all  the  gal 
I  jealous  aR  de  men  • 

Do  jgst  observe  me  when  I  turn,— 

De  pink  you’ll  call  me  den. 

A  «r.  *ower>  d?  de  «*», 

Asa  lithe  gals  can  tell ; 

The  fair  sex  all  admire  de  cut. 

Of  the  dandy  broad  way  swell." 

I  weama  splendid  gold  guard  chain, 

Dat  1  bought  of  Misterr  Peet : 

But  my  watch  I  leaves  for  safety, 

Wid  my  uncle  down  de  street ; 

My  ruffles  and  my  collar,  too, 

Are  like  the Jily  white, 

And  so  dey  ought,  considerin' 

I  wash  ’em  eberyjdfcht ! 

For  t m  the  flow’r. 

My  coat  is  padded  n  \bit,  y  V 

To  make  my  chest  look  broad, 

Youd  takdme'for  Sdthe  hoblenli'n 
M  lonly  Wore  as  word  ;af  ■ ,  <  *  • 

':v. 

For  I'm  the  flow'r,  Ac. 
And  if  About  some  lady  fidr, 

So  daiMctodi^ies^innM^o^  ii/  ** 
jtut  a  glance  ob  mine, 


4 


An’  a  death  to  ratty  snakes. 

L  Don  commenco,  Ac. 

Oh  1  for  a  piano  or  gaft*1:. 

1  hear  a  fair  one  cry; 

Brt;f  htn,1  he*1,  dese  iiutruments 
1  think ll  ake  to  die: 

1  does— 1  tauidlay  me  down  to  rest, 

For  music  hab  such  melodious  sounrU 
To  soothe  the  darkey’s  breast.  1 

Den  commence,  &c. 


■'si  je»  i  * 

J  J.  . 


•  to.  3  a&Hthi 


COMMENCE  YB  DARKTES  ALL 

8h"  <=“  ***», 

Ov.iMqiMlInriii,,,  .  ...  She  used  to  ran  old  ittMea  round, 

To  uk  him  for  to  free  dom.  * 

'  L,  1’  »?’-<  "-TOO 

Early  in  do  •:  ramTvj 

Onalubly  ' 


Angelina  Baker.  ’ 

• »  *•  ■ 1  *  '  i  .  •’ 

Away  dotfh  on  do  old  plantation 
Dere’s  where  I- was  born ;  ’ 

I  used  to  beat  de  whole  creation. 
Hoeing  down  de  porn ; 

°h !  d«»  I  work,  Mtf  Pulsing, 
,T.f» '“PPf  dW. 

Till  Angeling  JBaker  came,  i 
Aud  stc^le  my  heart  away. 

chobus  : — 

Angelina  Baker !  ;  V 

Angelina  Baker’s  gone ;  i 
She  left  me'  befe  to  weep  a  tear, 
and  beat  on  de  oldi&w-  bone 
(  Zepiat  OAoWsH^Ahgeliha  Bake 

Pveseen  my  Angtlina*  j  ?.  -- 
In  do  spring,  time  and  de  fall, 

I’ve  seen  her  in  de  cornfield  an'  f 
I’ve  seen  her  at  de  bafl  i!>  ' 

And  every  time  I  met  her,  1  ' 

She  was  smiling  iitfe  the.sun, 

But  now  I  m  left  to  weep  a  tear 
‘Cause  Angelina's  gone.  •  ’ 

Angelina  is  so  very  tall. 

She  never  Mses  de  g*onnd,  r 

TOGHm)? 

Angelina  likeydeboys,  SJf 
as  far  as  she  can  see  dem. 

IA  IfB/lJ  Aa  _ _ _1  1  «A_  ..  ’ 


;tV 

.  /  PKavw.  'V<-r  U; 

If 


,  f  it;  .  xt  .  *•*  i  ft  n 

jo  darkles  all 
As  loud  as  jrou  can  bawl. 

And  rattle  d©  old  jaw-eone ;  * 

And  spake  de  fiddlo  hum,  “  9 

Oid^Mrd^%4^^4skt4oMI  W 

I«f  unltottaV 

^  IUO  t  ££  4W>£:s* 


;/*  ]  nob 

tr  fr> 

fti  .  ; 


I  ask  for  Ange1ina9 
'C.iii.  T  — oil  I,  I  ili,',  ,.. 


*  *4  0 


« 

fd  r ■•■ 


■LWm 


uk  ji 


The  ttocky  Road  to  T)ixey 

There  is  a  land  where  cotton  grow 
That  s  where  milk  and  honey  flow, 
a  way  down  South  to  Dixie, 

For  I’m  going  home. 

CHORUS ! 

I  have  no  time  to  taj riy, 

I  have  no  time  to  stay 
It’s  a  rocky  rakd  to  travel. 

To  Dixie,  far  away. 

Dixie  land  is  the  place  for  me. 

The  niggers  ddwn  there  all  dre  free 
Away  down  south  to  Dixie 
For  1’m‘gbiug  home. 

I  have  nb  time  to  tarry,  &( 

gy  mother  and  my  sister,  dear, 
When  I  left  hqme  tbey(shed  a  tear, 
to  Dixie, 

For  f  m  gjtnpg  home. 

.-iv.  A  nave  ho  time  to  tany/i’e. 

Kow  white  folkpj  l,’!,  going  ,w„ 

I U  call  .Min  som,  mh  r  day,  . 

sooth  to  Dixie, 

For  I‘m  goi»«  home. 

*  ksYf  jnoj.timf  to»  tarry,  (fee. 


The  Happy  Land  of  firm, 


A  80T  V?, , Erm  * 1  *le»  com*  listen  for  awMli  j 
Thf  1 11.!fn»toTon«piitriot’«ora«<m. 
l he  snhject  ■  good  and  strong  there’s  a  n 
choruf  to  my  tout*: 

As  thts  «U  about  our  little  Irish  nation. 

•  l  T 

a  .  .  ,  CHORC8; 

**3SMB&ss5sbik 


It  was  one  event#] 

Theaters  shone  1 
This  darkie  playei 
To  serenade  bjs 

“jSSS 

When  soon  ‘bidk^mCt 

And  there  I  saw  my  Sully  dear. 


ight,  the  sky  was  clear 


?  ;  arogffs : 

'  ♦.itilli1  V':1(  (:  t  f..  '  iiil  i’:  f  .«■  ■< 

"tyounolove,  come  you  need  not  fear, 
a  ii  a  ,  ho*  on  aDotne  jl^M  •  r 
All  flxat  I  want  is  Salli  dear 

And  TU  be  off  tfcWtMorj  • 


the' breeze,  ' 

r  T1£t  hung  afounff  her  ahbl*  cheek 

ljtet  to  catch  it  army  word—  ^ 
JVwttffwwttyetffsiiy**, 


It’s  now  I  will’esjMi 
*  .com  e  of  sesT 
That  in  state  amlaici 
a  alteratlfir^ 

u*,.” 


inti** 


Tbew^  N^TT's  «o®uto>bt, 

Now  f<m*ttreitii£ftat  dossf 

As  far  as  beautv  coey^— 


A  few  lines, <*f  *,«Pg«7 
1  like  to  quote  down  thing. 


rlms  4or|d%a  Weary  plaoe, 

And  life  is  bat  a  span— • 

Birt  why  would’nt  f  enjoy  myself, 
wpy <  otben  men*  .r  ^ 

Ckorui 

Oh !  dear,  obi  1  doth©  best  1  can, 
To  please  ypu  all^  I  can't  do  toqre, 


^thaf'Srish^ffiiftP  *V 
ill  both-***ttt*  ftd  pjgn  | 


For.io  irtsaiWI  sei «bde%; 

Pat  can‘tta  bfet|w-W  j 

By  any^f  mpu.  v 
Chorug^pb^^,  ob,  ete 

Lord  Pehn erstdn  isa  well-known  card 

£$&$$%  i:  o 


Or.a^ojthjbrmatt. 

The  North. Americans  now, 
_Arek|ckingop  a-.riptf ,, 

Ine  Southerns  they  are  trying* 

_  If  they  can  keep  them  'quiet. 

For  to  set  the  alares  as  free, 

Am  any  other  mao. 

Chorus  Oh !  dear,  oh,  ete. 

Carlisle  Bridge  is  knocked  up  now, 

~  lnsteaa  of  being  knocked  doWn  |, 
Because  Gladstone  would  not  pay  the 


He  thinKjk*^  gWttimttititdri 
SfnW  we  hate  Id^WrVraVe'Dsn  l 

But  he‘ll:find»  the  ©♦Dei)oLOe«  TOithh* 

for  him,  .4i-  /  r.:  vh  'e.* 

Or  any  othoiimao.  ■<.  .  ,  ~ 

Choru%^ohd®«i«oh,  ew.* 

The  Prince  of  wofei 


bridge  now, 

j  plan  For  they  »11  gir^tfeib  dflHBbjpt 

man  could  pass  But  heM  fifad  a  w4ft%  Irefcaa/*  < 
|Fit  tor  bide’oraHy'Othusrtobn, 
CboeoS  t-^Oh  dear,  oh,  euk  «  j  n  • 

A  Wtotor  Oardenwe^oit 

Fpr.iylSelvT^di  OhriiolO? 

.  a  ofr  d 

*1!&*?.l*£**f*fa 

ulaiime 

Where  1  bop#tM  lifdfeJ'i 
if.tbey  cahj  «»  «' 

To  hatf  e?  <a  prome^adfe*  a  itb1  i 
Or  any  other  man* 

Oh,  Pm  told  thht  Anjrltaeal  or 

,8-tWW  **>%£$*, 


That  tbs  tng'  po 
at  ease, 

Or  any  other  man, 

Obonis *Ob  1  dear,  oh.  ete 

Of  the  cabmen  now  I  'll  speak, 

They  .ought.to  mind,  their  fair ; 

1  mean  those  ( fkir young  ladle*,) 
Entrusted  to  their  ca^.  ‘  ,’v,.‘ 
l*d  have  you  mind,  their  rules, 
Tney‘11  dodge  yon  if  they,  ean ; 
They‘d  cheat  the  lard  mayorhimself. 

Or  qnjf  other  man. 

Chorus  — Oh  dear,  oh,  eto. 

Now  1  am  very  sorry  to  see, 

Tom  Moore  so  like  *  turk ; 

But  we‘ll  soon  have  two  good  st&taes, 

1  mean  0‘Connell  and  Edmund 
Bailee  •  ;  "  wmK  I 

*  hazily  or 


xwfli  I 


a  penny, 

i  as  you  eon  ; 


°%m%m 


Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht;  1 
Oh»  I’m  told  that  Ang/esea, 

In  the  House  of  Lords  one  day, 
Said  the  Papists  he  would  slay. 
Says  the  Shan  ,  Van  Vocht. 

But  faith  Bt  Waterloo, 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht  ; 
But  faith  at  Waterloo, 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht ; 
But  faith  at  Waterloo, 

He’d  have  looked  very  hlue, 
Had'nt  Paddy  been  there  too, 
Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht, 

Yet,  if  he  needs  much  fight, 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht ; 
Yet,  if  he  needs  much  fight, 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht; 
Yet  if  he  needs  much  fight, 

O  he’s  always  in  the  ri^ht,  . 

To  keep  Erin  in  his  s'ght.  < 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht ; 

For  Pat  is  fond  of  fun, 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht ; 
For  Pat  is  fond  of  fun, 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht ; 
For  Pat  is  fond  of  fun, 

And  was  never  known  to  run, 
From  cannon,  sword,  or  gun, 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vochth; 

And  though  Rock  alas,  is  gone, 
Sajfe  the  Shan  Van  Vocht;* 
And  though  Rock  alas,  is  gone, 
Says  the  Shan  Vati  Vocht ; 
And  though  Rock  alas  is  gone, 

I’ll  hold  you  ten  to  one, 

He‘dbe  witii  us  here  anon. 

Says  the  shan  Van  Vocht ; 

But  no  Hussar  well  see. 

Says  the  Shah  Van  Vocht ; 
But  no  Hussar  we’ll  see. 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vocht ; 
But  no  Hussar  ape’ll  see,  4  < 
For  old  Ireland  shall  be  fee*  .,* 
And  "  So  h pip  my  Gpd  ’ggys  ehe 
Ssys  the  Shin  Van  Took; 
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He  cornea  from  the  shore  of  the  dark 
Saxon  foe. 

To  his  own  little  isle  of  the  sea, 

The  bright  sunny  land  where  he  first 
raised  his  hand. 

In  the  cause  of  our  lost  liberty  ; 

He  has  come  to  out  shore,  but  his  trou¬ 
bles  are  o’er. 

His  spirit  has  taken  its  flight; 

’Mid  patriot  strains  from  its  torture  and 
chains,  , 

To  the  bright  golden  mansions  of  light. 

Then,  awake,  ye  brave  children  of  fSrin, 
awake,  ■  * 

From  the  tram  els  of  slumber  arise, 
To-day  is  laid  low,  ip  the  land  0f  the.  toe, 

.  The  friend .j>f.  our,  sorrows  and  sighs* 

No  more  in  our  cause'  ’gainstoppression’s 
vile  layr*,  •  * 

Will  the  sword  of  the  hero  be  seen,  r 
His  heatt  once  so  brave  is  shroud’d  Up  tor 
iiJ/agrave, 

In  our  own  little  land  of  the  green, 

.  >  ■  :  .-’M  .  •; >  •  T 

Warns. 
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Oh  1  Assaroe,  thy  frantic  tide, 

Upon  whose  wares  the  furies  ride. 

Thy  gloomy  waters  foam  arid  swell, 

A  round,  t  h$  spot  the  chieftain  fell, 
nere  for  ever  lost  iq  gloom, 

Stands  his  dread  and  awful  torn!), 

Where  the  trout  its  vigils  kepp', 

Watching  round  the  waring  deep,  i 
H er^-at  night  frpui  moate  and  dell, 

The  fairies  toll  his  (.lying  knell,  , 

And  every  rock  and  mountain  round. 

In  sab  ed  fear,  repeat’d  the  sonnri,  n 
But,  n!i !  her  spirit  pnnpot  sleep, 

Benea  -h  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 

For  at  the  hour  of  two  o’clock, 

Standing  on  yon  shelving  rook, 

Behold  the  phieftainls  noble  form. 

With  willow  wreaths  and  robea  of  storm 
With  flowing  gibbet  in  his  hand, 

-  He  drinks  a  health  to  Erin’s  land. 

Then  headlong  ’mid  the  watet-’s  tom,  j 
Hs  giyw  a  plunge— ig  teeu  ao  more  I 


